And what beautiful names they have! But fashion is inex-
orable: in sweet peas it changes quicker than it does in hats.
What can we flower creators do? We., too., are dependent on
fashion! But we can give the flowers any colour we desire.
What colour would you like?"
"And I will make any fruit larger and sweeter than those
we have now."
"I will change the feathers of birds to suit your wishes.
It will take me three years to do it."
"And in six years I will be able to change the shape of the
head or beak of this bird."
That's the kind of people Darwin wrote  about!
And with our own eyes we saw around us the multitude
of animals and plants,, the innumerable inhabitants of our
planet., called into being by man; animals and plants that
had not existed before., that had been created by unknown
breeders.
But the learned biologists who were teaching young
students at the universities of both hemispheres obstinately
shook their heads. No., they saw nothing. They knew of no
recipe for changing breeds. Chance. Lottery luck! No Academy
in the world was capable of producing the slightest change
in the shape of the bodies of any organism that could be trans-
muced to future generations.
Then, brushing aside the memory of old Darwin, scien-
tists who had made the "riddle of heredity" their own prop-
erty came to the middle of the stage in the field of biology.
The new science was called genetics. In narrow beds the
geneticists planted peas, beans and snapdragon. Then they
examined and compared the shades of seeds and petals through
a magnifying glass, laid out their crop in complicated com-
partments like cards in a game of patience, turned the handles
of their adding machines, and thousands of sheets of paper
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